Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
time for gnawing regret may come later, when the new-
wife does not come back with the little son and one re-
turns to earlier memories.
Meantime he whiled away these months with those triv-
ialities. He rode the nineteen miles in length, six in
breadth, of the island prison, visited the mines, superin-
tended the planting of mulberry-trees and the grafting
of the wild olive. And he made himself a flag. It had gold
laurel leaves, gold wreaths, gold bees, and gold N's all
over it, and very proudly it flaunted in the breeze as he
hurried his shaggy hill-ponies up and down the cliffs.
Occasionally, too, he reviewed his Grand army of six
hundred of the Old Guard, three hundred Corsicans, and
ninety-nine Polish Lancers. And there was his navy. This
consisted of one brig, two brown-sailed feluccas, and four
rowboats, manned by the imposing total of twenty-four
sailors. His cavalry also totaled twenty-four. These he
carefully divided into eight brigades! Seven were made
up of geldings and stallions; and there was one of three
mules.
This last absurdity came partly from his flair for
intensive organizations, which he had developed to a. fetish
partly because it engaged his fancy and fortified him to
talk in the old terms. Some day, by his old magic, all these
brigades of threes would be suddenly multiplied into the
old proportions. And, too, to seem so content and happy
over trivialities might throw his jailers off guard.
By such devices he hugged the shadow of former great-
ness and masked his purposes. And he even varied these
with picnics on the shore with the prettiest of the Elban
ladies. They displayed many ribbons and used their smiles.
He played pretty games with them and sometimes slipped
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